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One day when I was driving alone in Alberta in
Western Canada, I was overcome by the beauty
of the land around me. I was in the foothills 
of the Rockies but the impression of prairie was still present. When I looked to the
distance I saw the big sky. Then, when I turned the car to the west, I saw the
 beginning of the mountains that would soon hide the setting sun.
For some reason my sensitivity to the moment was razor sharp. I was marveling
at the beauty that was round
me. I was lost in wonder at
the colours and shapes, at the
stretch of the fields and at the
play of the light. In that mo-
ment what I wanted above all
was to share my joy. Because
this was impossible, I felt
very lonely and a little sad —
until I realized that what was
happening to me was that
God was fleetingly sharing
his joy in creation with me.
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At times we marvel at the complexity of the world and
how — somehow — we are a significant part of it. At
other times we are overcome by the course of events
that can gather frightening momentum seemingly
without any contribution on our part. We experience a
disturbing helplessness and are tempted to retreat into
our own world, a shrunken world where we have some small measure of control.
If we can accept that our world interests us primarily because it is ours, we are at a
threshold of discovery. If we can quieten our self-interest, we can glimpse the importance
of other people, then of every person and ultimately of all creation. And we discover our
own true worth.
“You created my inmost self, knit me together in my mother’s womb.
For so many marvels I thank you; a wonder am I, and all your works are wonders.” 
Ps 139:13-14 
In the wider world it doesn’t matter if I am constantly under threat or feeling
 powerless and insignificant. My contribution may be negligible, but it is irreplaceable.
No one else can make it.
What could it
be about if it is
not about me?
Who me?
